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The fecond Tart of Henry the Sixt. 



And him to Pumfrct ; whereas all you know, 
Harmeleffc Richard was murthered traiteroufly. 

Warw. Father, the Duke hath told the truth ; 
Thus got the Houfe of Lancaster the Crownc. 

Yorke. Which now the)? hold by force,and not by right: 
For itoW^the firft Sonne* Heire,being dead, 
The iffue of the next Sonne fhould hauc rcign'd. 

Salisb. 3ut William of Hatfield dyed without an 
Heirc. 

The third Sonnc,Duke of Clarence, 
From whofe Line 1 clay me the Ciowne, 
Had Iffue Phillip, a Daughter, 
Who marry ed Edmond Mortimer Jzixlc of March: 
Edmond had l{Tu€,^^r,Earle of March ; 
Roger had lffuc 9 Edmond Anne^nA Eltmor* 

Salisb. This Edmond the Reigne of Bullingbrccke, 
As I haue read, layd clayme vino the Cro wne, 
And but for Owen Glendour, had beene King ; 
Who kept him in Captitiitie,till he dyed, 
But,to the reft. 

Torke. His eldeft Sifter^***, 
My Mocher,being Heir'? vnto the Crowne, 
Marryediv/c6;W,EarIe of Cambridge, 
Who was to Edmond Langley, 
Edward the thirds fift Sonne 3 Sonne; 
By her I clayme the Kingdoms ; 
She was Heire to Roger, Utile of March, 
Who was the Sonne of Edmond Mortimer % 
Whomarryed Phillip fole Daughter 
Vnto L ionel£) ak e o f Clarence. 
So,ifthe Iffue of the elder Sonne 
Succeed before the younger, I am King. 

Warm. What plaine proceedings is more pkin then this? 
Henry doth clayme the Cro wne from John of Gating 
The fourth Sonne, Yorke claymes it from the third : 
Till Lionels Iffue faylcs.bis fhould not reigne. 
It faylcs not yct,but flourifhes in thee, 
And in thy Sonnes,fairc flippes of fuch a Stocky 
Then Father Salisbury , kneele we together, 
And in thispriuate plot be we the firft, 
That fhali falutc our rightful! Soueraigne 
With honor of his Birth-right to the Cro wi;c. 

*Botb. Long Hue our Soueraigne Richard, England* 
King. 

Yorke. We thanke you Lords : 
But I am not your King > tiil I be Cro wn'd, 
And chat my Sword be ftayn'd 
With heart-blood of the Houfe of Lancafter : 
And that's not fuddenly to be performed, 
But with aduicc and filcnt fecrecie. 
Doe you as I. doe in thefe dangerous dayes, 
Winke at the Duke of Suffolkes infolcnce, 
At Beaufords Pridc,at Somerfets Ambition, 
At Buckingham ,and all the Crew of them, 
Till they haue fnar'd the Shephcard of the Flock, 
That vertuous Princc,the good Duke Hxmfrey; 
Tis that they feeke; and they, in feeking that, 
Shall findc thci : r deaths, \iYorke can prophecic. 

Saiiib. MyLord,breakc we off; we know your minde 
at full. 

Warw. My heart affures me,that the Earle of War wick 
Shall one day make the Duke of Yorke a King. 

Yorke- And Nettill, ihxs I doe affure my felfe, 
Richard fhali liuc to make the Ea&Ie of Warwick 
The grcateft man in England, but the King. 

Exeunt. 



Sound TrMpetr Enter the King a „ d St . 
with Gmrdjo banijh the Duchetfe. 


King. Stand forth Dame Elisor Cobha*. 
qioslersWifc: 

In fight of God,and vs,your guile is gr^t 
Rcceiue the Sentence of the Law for finne 
Such as by Gods Booke are adiudg'd to dea h 
You foure from hence to Prifon,back anain 
From thcncc,vnto the place of Execution * l 
The Witch in Smithficld fhali be burnt to art 
And you three fhali be ftrangledbn the Gal 
You Madame, for you are more Nobly bo^ h 
Deipoyled of your Honor in your Life ' 
Shall,aftcr three dayes open Penance done 
Liue in your Countrey here,'m Banilhrncnt 
With Sir lohn Stanly^ the lie of Man 

WdC ° mC jS Baniilmicn ^'^omc were \ 

cioji. 

I cannot iuftifiewnom the Lawcondemnes* ' 
Mine eyes arc full of rcarcs,my heart of p r ief e 
Ah Hamfrey, this difhonor in thine aoe 
W ill bring thy head with forrow to The grouy 
I bclccch your Maieftie giue me leaue to o oe . ' 
Sorrow would fol!ace,and mine Age would eaf 
King. Stay Humfrey, Duke of Gloftcr ' 
Ere thou goe, giue vp thy Staffe, 
Henry will to himfelfe Prote&or be, 
And God fhali be my hope,my ftay,my guide 
And Lanthorne to my feete: ' ' 

And goc in peace, Hum frcv, no leffe belou'd, 
Then when thou wcrt Proceftor to thy King. 

Qu y eene. I fee no rcafon, why a King of yeeres 
Should be to be protected like a Child, 
God and King Henry gouernc England's Realmc • 
Giue vp your Staffe,Sir,and the King his Riaime ' 

Gloft. My Staffe? Hcre^oblc Henry, is my Staff • 
As willingly doe I the lame refigne, 
As ere thy Father Henry mr.de ic mine ; 
And cuen as willingly at thy fecte I leaueic, 
As others would ambitiouily receiue it. 
Farewell good King: when I am dead.and gone 
May honorable Peace attend thy Throne/ ' 

Exit Ghfter: 

Quecw.Why now is Henry King. and MtrgaretQgtn, 
And Humfrey,T>\jkt of Gloftcr,fcarcc himfelfe, 
That beares fo fiirewd a maynie ; two Pulls at once ) 
His Ladybaniflit,3nda Limbe lopt off. 
This Staffe of Honor raught,therc let it ftand, 
Where it beft fits to be,in Henries hand. 
^.Thus droupes this loftie Pyne,& hangs his fprayes, 
T hus Eltanors Pride dyes in her youngeft dayes. 

Y w^Lord«,lct him goe.Pleafe it your MaidHe, 
This is the day appointed for the Combat* 
And ready are the Appellant and Defendant, 
The Armorer and his Man,to enter the Lifts, 
So pleafe your Highneffe to behold the fight* 

Qufeve. I ; good my Lord: for purpofcly therefore 
Left I the Court,to fee this Quarrell try'de. 

King. A Gods Name fee the Ly fls and all thing 8 fit, 
Here let them end it,and God defend the right. 

Yorke. I neuer faw a fellow worfe beftead, 
Or more afraid to fight,then is the Appellant, 
The feruant df this Armorer,my Lords. 

Enttr 
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*t one Voore the Armorer and his Neighbor shrinking 
Ef,tSr L (omuch, thatheetsdrunke; and he enters with a 
VZme before him, and his Staffe, with a Sand-bagge 
f Led to it : and at the other Doore his Man, with a 
prmm* « ni SandJagge, and Prentices drinkingtobim. 

. Neighbor. Here Neighbour Horner, \ drinke to you 
in a Cup of Sack ; and fearc not Ndghbor.you fhali doe 

^VSbor. And hereNeighbour 5 hcre's a Cuppc of 

;^^r. And here's 3 Pot of good Double-Bcere 
mkbot: drinke 4 and fearc not your Man. 

%mon r - Let it come y faith, and He pledge you all, 

jatfagefor Peter. 

l .Prent. Here Peter, I drinke to thee, and be not a- 

^tjrent. Be merry Peter, and feare not thy Mafler, 
F,*hc for credit of the Prentices. 

Peter, 1 I thanke you all:drinke,and pray for mc,I pray 
m forlthinke I hauc taken n>y laft Draught in this 
\VorU# Here Rdnn, and ifl dye, I giue thee my Aporne; 
and Ml thou (bah haue my Hammer : and here Tom, 
take all the Money that [ haue. O Lord bleffe me. I pray 
God, for I am neucr able to dealc with my M after, hec 
hath learnt fo much fence ah eady. 

Saltsb. Comcjeaueyour drinking, and fall to blowes. 
Sirrha>whac , s thy Name i 
Peter. Peter forfboth. 
Sd!d t Peter? what niore ? 
Peter. Thumpe. 

Sdish Thumpe ? Then fee thou thumpe thy M after 
well. 

Armorer. Mafters, I am come hither *s it were vpon 
my Mans inftigation, to proue him a Knaue ? and my felfe 
anhoneftman: and touching rhe Duke of Yorke,! will 
take roy death, I neuer meant him any ill, nor the King, 
northeQueene : and therefore P^^rhaue at thee with a 
downe-right blow.. 

Torke, Difpatch,this Knaues tongue begins to double. 
Sound Trumpets, A! arum to the Combattants. 

They fight, and Peter ftrtkes him downe. 
Armorer. Hold Peter,hold,l confcffe,I confefle Trea- 
fon. 

Torke. Takeawayhis Weapon; Fellow thanke God, 
and the good Wine in thy Mafters way. 

?eter. O God,hauc 1 ouercome mine Enemies in this 
prefence ? O ^r,thou haft preuayl'd in right. 

Goe,cake hence that Tray tor from our fight, 
For by his death we doe percciue his guilt, 
And God in Xuftice hath rcueal'd to vs 
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow, 
Which he had thought to hauc murther'd wrongfully. 
Come fellow,follow vs for thy Reward. & 
Soand a flourtfh. Exeunt. 

Enter T) tike Humfrey and his Men in 
Mourning Cloaket. 

GA^.Thus fometimcs hach thebrighteft day a Cloud: 
And atcer Summer,euermore fueceedes 
Barren W inter,with his wrathfull nippmg Cold ; 
»p Cares and Ioyes abound,ai Seafons fleet. 
^what'saClock? 

Sent. Tcnne,my Lord. 


Gtofi. Tenne is the houre that was appointed me, 
To watch the comming of my punifht Dychtffe : 
Vnncath may (hce endure the Flintie Streets, 
To treade them with her tender-feeling feet. 
Sweet Nelf, ill can thy Noble Mmde abrookc 
The abiea People.gazmg on thy face, 
With enuious Lookcs laughing at thy fharoe, 
That erft did follow thy prowd Chariot-Whceles, 
When t!)OU didft ride in triumph through the ftrects. 
But foft,I thinke flic comes,and Tie prepare 
My tearc-ftayn'd cyes,to fee her Mifeties. 

Enter the Duchejfe in a white Sheer, and a Tape? 
burning in her hand, with the Shenfe 
and Officers. 

Seru. So pleafe your Grace, weele take her from the 
Sherife* 

Glofier. No, ftirre not for your Hues, let her paffe 

by* 

Elianor. Comcyou,my Lord,to fee my open flume? 

Now thou do'ft Penance too. Looke how they gaze, 

See how the giddy multitudedoepoinr, 

And nodde their heads,and throw their eyes on thee, 

Ah CjlofterJriitSz thee from their hatefuil lookcs, 

And in thy Clofet pent vp, rue my fhame, 

And banne thine Enemies, both mine and thine. 
Gloft. Be parient, gentle Nell, forget this griefe. 
Elianor. Ah Gloftcr, teach me to forget my felfe : 

For while ft I thinke T am thy married Wife, 

And thou a l?rince,Protc£ior of this Land; 

Me thinkes I fhould not thus be led along, 

Mayl'd vp in (hame,with Papers on my back, 

And follow'd with a Rabble, that reioyce 

To fee my teares, and hearc my decpe-fet groancs. 

The ruthleffe Flint doth cut my tender fee:, 

And when I ftart,the enuious people laugh, 

And bid me be aduifed how I treade. 

Ah Humfrey, cm I beare ibis fhamefull yoake ? 

Trowcft thou,that ere He looke vpon the World, 

Or count them happy,that emoyes the Sunne ? 

No; Darke flbali be my Light, ami Night my Day. 

To thinke vpon my Pompe,fliaIl be my Hell. 

Sometime lie fay, I am Duke Humfreyes Wife, 

And he a Prince,and Ruler of the Land : 

Yet fo he rul'd,and fuch a Prince he was, 

As he flood by,whileft I,his forlorne Ducheffe, 

Was made a wonder, and a pointing ftock 
To euery idleRafcall follower. 
But be thou milde,and blu(h not 3t my thamc^ 
Nor ftirre at nothing,till the Axe of Death 
Hang oucr thee, as fure it fhortly will. 
For SnffolkeMe that can doe all in all 
With her,that hateth thee 3nd hates vs all, 
And ?V£<?,and impious Beauford.thzt falfe Prieft, 
Haue all lym'd Bullies to betray thy Wings, 
And flye thou how thou canft,they'le tangle thee. 
Bjt feare not *thou ? vntill thy foot be fnar d, 
Nor neuer feeke prcuention of thy foes. 

Gloft.. Ah ^//jforbeare^houaymeftallawryt 
I muft offend,before I be attainted : 
And had I twentie times fo many foes, 
And each of them had twentie times their power 3 
All thefe could not procure me any fcathe, 
So long a? I am loyall,true.and crimeleffe, 
Would'ft haue me refcue thee from this reproach ? 
n Why 
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